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Blanche's case there was no apparent
reason why it should ever cease to

apply, or to be applied by every decent
tongue except her own.

Much the best tennis-playe- r among
the ladies of the neighborhood she
drove an almost unbecomingly long
ball at golf, and never looked better
than when paddling her old canoe or
punting in the old punt. And yet. this
wonderful September afternoon, she
did somehow look even better than at
either or any of those congenial pur-

suits, and that long before they
reached the river; in the empty house,
which had known her as baby, child
and grown-u- p girl, to the companion
of some part of all three stages, she
looked a more lustrous and a lovelier
Blanche than he remembered even of
old.

But she was not really lovely in the
least; that also must be put beyond
the pale of misconception Her hair
was beautiful, and perhaps her skin,
and, in some lights, her eyes; the rest
was not. It was yellow hair, not gold
en, and Cazalet would have given all
he had about him to see it down again
as in the oldest of old days; but there
was more gold in her skin, for so the
sun had treated it; and there was
even hint or glint (in certain lights.

fought for twenty minutes RrjicJ tat
wood-heap- ; tben he gave me best, but
1 bad to turn in till I could see again."

"You don't mean that he "

Blanche had looked rather disgust
ed the moment before; now she was
all truculent suspense and indigna
tion.

"Beat me?" he cried. "Good Lord,
no; but there was none too much In

died down in her hazel eyes,
lay lambent as soft moonlight, flick
ered into laughter before be had seen
the fire.

"I'm afraid you're a very dangerous
person. said Blanche.

"You've got to be," he assured her;
"it's the only way. Don't take a word
from anybody, unless you mean him to

wipe his boots on you. I soon found
that out. I'd have given something to
have learned the noble art before I

went out. Did I ever tell you how it
was I first came across old Venus
Potts?"

He had told her at great length, to
the exclusion of about every other
topic, in the second of the annual let
ters; and throughout the series the in
evitable name of Venus Potts had sel
dom cropped up without some allusion
to that Homeric encounter. But it was
well worth while having it all ovei

close observer might have thought
her almost anxious not to identify her

Look, Mother! If tongue it
coated, give "California

Syrup ofjtys."
Children love this "fruit laxative."

and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach. liver and bowels so nicely.

A child simply will not stop playing
to empty the bowels, and the result la
they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
sours, then your little one becomea
cross, half-sic- feverish, don't eat,
sleep or act naturally, breath Is bad,
system full of cold, has sore throat,
stomach-ach- e or diarrhoea. Listen,
Mother! See If tongue Is coated, thea
give a teaspoonful of "California
Syrup of Figs," and in a few hours all
the constipated waste, sour bile and
undigested food passes out of the ya--

tern, and you have a well child again.
Millions of mothers give "California

Syrup of Figs" because It is perfectly
harmless; children love It, and It nev-

er falls to act on tbe stomach, liver
and bowels.

Ask at the store for a 50-ce- bottle
of "California Syrup of Figs," which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-up- s plainly
printed on tbe bottle. Adv.

Why does a selfish man expect the
whole world to mourn for him when
he is gone'

SALTS IF BACKACHY OR

KIDNEYS TROUBLE YOU

Eat Less Meat If Your Kidneys Aren't
Acting Right or If Back Hurts or

Bladder Bothers You.

When you wake up with backache
and dull misery In the kidney region
It generally means you have been eat-

ing too much meat, says a well-know- n

authority. Meat forms uric acid which
overworks the kidneys in their effort
to filter it from the blood and they be-

come sort of paralyzed and loggy.
When your kidneys get sluggish and
clog you must relieve them like you
relieve your bowels; removing all the
body's urinous waste, else you have
backache, sick headache, dizzy spells;
your stomach sours, tongue is coated,
and when tbe weather is bad you have
rheumatic twinges. The urine Is
cloudy, full of sediment, channels oft-

en get sore, water scalds and you are
obliged to seek relief two or three
times during tbe night.

Either consult a good, reliable physi-
cian at once or get from your pharma-
cist about four ounces of Jad Salts;
take a tablespoonful In a glass of
water before breakfast for a few days
and your kidneys will then act fine.
This famous salts is made from the
acid of grapes and lemon juice, com-

bined with lithia, and has been used
for generations to clean and stimulate
sluggish kidneys, also to neutralize
acids in the urine so it no longer irri
tates, thus ending bladder weakness.

Jad Salts is a life saver for regular
meat eaters. It Is inexpensive, cannot
injure and makes a delightful, effer-
vescent lithia-wate- r drink. Adv.

Flattery is the stuff dished out to
other people never to us.

PAINS IN SIDE

AND BACK

How Mrs. Kelly Suffered and
How She was Cured.

Burlington, Wis. "I was very irreg-ula- r,

and had pains in my side and back.
but after taking
Lydia E. 1 'ink ham's
Vegetable Com-

pound Tablets and
using two bottles of
the Sanative Wash
I am fully convinced
that I am entirely
cured of these trou-
bles, and feel better
all over. I know
your remedies have
done me worlds of

SYNOPSIS.

Caialet, on the steamer Kaiser Fritz,
homeward bound from Australia, cries
out in his sleep that Henry Craven, who
teh years before had ruined his father
ana himself, is dead and finds that Hil-
ton Toye. who shares the stateroom with
him. knows Craven and also Blanche
Mavnuir. h former nelKhbor and play-mal- e.

When the dully papers come
aboard at Southampton Toye reads that
Crven has been murdered and calls
Caialet's dream second sight. He thinks
of doing a little amateur detective work
on ;he case himself. In the train to town
thof dlBcuss the murder, which was com-
mitted at Caza let's old home. Toye hears
from Cazalet that Scrutun. who had been
Cazalet's friend and the scapegoat for
t"raven"s dishonesty, has been released
Irom prison. Cazalet goes down the
lver and meets Blunche.

CHAPTER IV Continued.

"I wonder who can have done It!"
"So do the police, and they don't

look much like finding out!"
"It must have been for his watch

and money, don't you think? And yet
they say he had so many enemies!"
Cazalet kept silence; but she thought
he winced. "Of course it must have
been the man who ran out of the
drive," she concluded hastily. "Where
were you when it happened, Sweep?"

Somewhat hoarsely he was recall-
ing the Mediterranean movements of
the Kaiser Fritz, when at the first
mention of the vessel's name he was
firmly heckled.

"Sweep, you don't mean to say you
came by a German steamer?"

"I do. It was the first going, and
why should I waste a week? Besides,
you can generally get a cabin to your-
self on the German line."

"So that's why you're here before
the end of the month," said Blanche.
"Well, I call it most unpatriotic; but
the cabin to yourself was certainly
some excuse."

"That reminds me!" he exclaimed.
"I hadn't It to myself all the way;
there was another fellow in with me
from Genoa; and the last night on
board it came out that he knew you!" !

"Who can it have been?"
"Toye, his name was. Hilton Toye."
"An American man! Oh, but I

know him very well," said Blanche in
a tone both strained and cordial. "He's
great fun, Mr. Toye. with his delight-
ful Americanisms, and the perfectly
delightful way he says them!"

Cazalet puckered like the primitive
man he was, when taken at all by sur-

prise; and that anybody, much less
Blanche, should think Toye, of all peo-

ple, either "delightful" or "great fun"
was certainly a surprise to him, if it
was nothing else. Of course it was
nothing else, to his Immediate knowl-

edge; still, he was rather ready to
think that Blanche was blushing, but
forgot, if indeed he had been in a fit
state to see it at the time, that she
had paid himself the same high com-

pliment across the gate. On the whole,
it may be said that Cazalet was ruf-

fled without feeling seriously disturbed
as to the essential issue which alone
leaped to his mind.

"Where did you meet the fellow?"
he inquired, with the suitable admix-
ture of confidence and amusement.

"In the first Instance, at Engelberg."
"Engelberg! Where's that?"
"Only one of those places in Swit-

zerland where everybody goes now-

adays for what they call winter
sports."

She was not even smiling at his ar-

rogant ignorance; she was merely ex-

plaining one geographical point and
another of general information. A

CARING FOR THE OIL STOVE I

Simple Matter If One Will Remember
a Few Matters That Are

Important.

The care of the oil stove, the mod-

ern blue-flam- e variety, is very simple
in the wickless type, the asbestos
kindlers should be renewed every six
weeks, as a general rule. Wicks in
the stoves will last a season. A new
wick should be put in about every six
months if used all the year round.

They come all stretched on perforated
metal cylinders.

Glass reservoirs and glass indicator
tubes tell the height of the oil in the
supply tank. Never let the oil run
out. This is especially necessary In

the wick stoves. The wickless stoves

require to be set perfectly level In

order to have an even height of flame
on each burner. Cleaning up about
the stoves is made much easier if the
stove is equipped with one of the new
enameled drip pans, which come with
one type of stove. The surface of the
stove, particularly the drip-pa- n should
fee wiped off every day wttfc a soft

self too closely with a popular craze
"I dare say you mentioned it," said

Cazalet, but rather as though he was
wondering why she had not.

"I dare say 1 didn't! Everything
won't go into an annual letter. It was
the winter before last 1 went out
with Betty and her husband."

"And after that he took a place
down here?"

"Yes. Then I met him on the river
the following summer, and found he'd
got rooms in one of the Nell Gwynne
Cottages, if you call that a place."

"I see."
But there was no more to see; there

never had been much, but now
Blanche was standing up and gazing
out of the balcony into the belt of
singing sunshine between the opposite
side of the road and the invisible river
acres away.

"Why shouldn't we go down to Lit
tleford and get out the boat if you're
really going to make an afternoon of
it?" she said. "But you simply must
see Martha first; and while she's mak-
ing herself fit to be seen, you must
take something for the good of the
house. I'll bring it to you on a lordly
tray."

She brought him siphon, stoppered
bottle, a silver biscuit-bo- x of ancient
memories, and left him alone with
them some little time; for the young
mistress, like her old retainer in an-

other minute, was simply dying to
make herself more presentable. Yet
when she had done so, and came back
like snow, in a shirt and skirt just
home from the laundry, she saw that
he did not see the difference. His de-

vouring eyes shone neither more nor
less; but he had also devoured every
biscuit in the box, though he had be-

gun by vowing that he had lunched in
town, and stuck to the fable still.

Old Martha had known him all his
life, but best at the period when he
used to come to nursery tea at Little-ford- .

She declared tihe would have
known him anywhere as he was, but
she simply hadn't recognized him in
that photograph with his beard.

"I can see where it's been," said
Martha, looking him in the lower tem
perate zone. "But I'm so glad you've
had it off, Mr. Cazalet."

"There you are, Blanchie!" crowed
Cazalet. "Yon said she'd be disappoint-
ed, but Martha's got better taste."

"It isn't that, sir," said Martha ear-

nestly. "It's because the dreadful
man who was seen running out of the
drive, at your old home, he had a
beard! It's in all the notices about
him, and that's what's put ne against
them, and makes me glad you've had
yours off."

Blanche turned to him with too ready
a smile; but then she was really not
such a great age as she pretended, and
she had never been in better spirits in
her life.

"You hear, Sweep! I call it rather
lucky for you that you were "

But just then she saw his face, and
remembered the things that had been
said about Henry Craven by the Caza-let- s'

friends, even ten years ago, when
she really had been a girl.

CHAPTER V.

An Untimely Visitor.
She really was one still, for in these

days it is an elastic term, and in

piece of chee8e cloth kept for tbe pur"
pose. l course care must, ue ustju nut
to allow food to boil over on the cook
ing surface or into the burners. This
causes trouble even with a gas stove,
and the burners of an oil stove are
more work to clean than the gas
burner.

Human Frailty.
Let a bishop appear and members

of his church will be preached a

great sermon. The appreciation Is for
the man's reputation and position.
Thousands of books actually worthless
receive what Is called appreciation be-

cause they are written by noted men.
printed by noted publishers. You

laugh at the jokes of a clown but
would not smile at tbe same nonsense
offered by a neighbor. How the chil-

dren laugh at tbe teacher's jokes!
How an agent laughs at your jokes
when he thinks he has you in a buy-
ing humor! We are actually honest
about nothing. From 2. W. Howe's it
Monthly.

It's time to look out when a busl- -

ness will not bear looking Into.

be it repeated) of gold mingling with
the pure hazel of her eyes. But in
the dusty shadows of the empty house,
moving like a sunbeam across its bare
boards, standing out against the discol- -

"Where Did You Meet the Fellow?"
He Inquired.

ored walls in the place of remembered
pictures not to be compared with her,
it was there that she was all golden
and still girl.

They poked their noses into, and
they had a laugh in every corner and
so out upon the leafy lawn, shelving
abruptly to the river. Last of all there
was the summer schoolroom over the
boat-hous- quite apart from the house
itself; scene of such safe yet reckless
revels; in its very aura late Victorian!

It lay hidden in ivy at the end of a
now neglected path ; the bow-windo-

overlooking the river were
framed in ivy, like three matted, whis-
kered, dirty, happy faces; one. with
its lower sash propped open by a
broken plant-pot- , might have been
grinning a toothless welcome to two
once leading spirits of the place.

Cazalet whittled a twig and wedged
that sash up altogether; then he sat
himself on the sill, bis long legs in-

side. But his knife had reminded
him of his plug tobacco. And his plug
tobacco took him as straight back to
the bush as though the unsound floor
had changed under their feet into a
magic carpet.

"You simply have it put down to the
man's account in the station books.
Nobody keeps ready money up at the
bush, not even the price of a plug like
this; but the chap I'm telling you
about (I can see him now, with his
great red beard and freckled fists) he
swore I was charging him for half a
pound more than he'd ever had. We

"Pope's Size."
A curious item in the trade slang of

hosiers is the term "pope's size," ap-

plied to vests. They classify the scale
of chest measurements for these as:
Small men's, 32 inches; slender men's,
34 inches; men's, 36 inches; pope's, 39

inches; out size, 42 inches
The origin of this term, which has

been current for nearly a century, was
discussed some years ago in Notes
and Queries, when it was stated on

good authority that it had no connec-

tion with the successors of St. Peter.
It appears that the head of an old

firm of West end hosiers, Messrs.

Pope & Plante, ordered this size to be

made specially for his own personal
use, and the manufacturer called it
after him for want of a better name.
London Chronicle.

Pollshing and Renovating.
When the furniture begins to lose

its original appearance of freshness
should be renovated. A standard

polish calls for raw linseed oil. tur
pentine and vinegar, well shaken; but
while this is really a good polish,
there is danger of allowing too much

again with the intricate and picaresque
embroidery of a tongue far mightier
than the pen hitherto employed upon
the incident. Poor Blanche had almost
to bold her nose over the primary
cause of battle; but the dialogue wae

delightful, and Cazalet himself made
a most gallant and engaging figure as
he sat on the sill and reeled it out
Twenty minutes later, and old Vetaus
Potts was still on the magic tapis,
though Cazalet had dropped his boast
ing for a curiously humble, eager and
yet ineffectual vein.

"Old Venus Potts!" he kept ejacu-

lating. "You couldn't help liking him
And he'd like you, my word!"

"Is his wife nice?" Blanche wanted
to know; but she was looking so in-

tently out her window, at the opposite
end of the bow to Cazalet's, that a

man of the wider world might have

thought of something else to talk
about.

Out her window she looked past s
willow' that had been part of the old

life, in the direction of an equally
typical silhouette of patient anglers
anchored in a punt; they had not
raised a rod between them during all
this time that Blanche had been out in

Australia; but as a matter of fact she
never saw them, since, vastly to the
credit of Cazalet's descriptive powers,
she was out in Australia still.

"Nelly Potts?" he said. "Oh, a Jolly
good sort; you'd be awful pals."

"Should we?" said Blanche, just
smiling at her invisible anglers.

"I know you would," he assured her
with immense conviction. "Of course
she can't do the things you do; but
she can ride, my word! So she ought
to, when she's lived there all her life.
The rooms aren't much, but the veran-

das are what count most; they're bet-

ter than any rooms."
She was still out there, cultivating

Nelly Potts on a very deep veranda,
though her straw hat and straw hair
remained in contradictory evidence
against a very dirty window on the
Middlesex bank of the Thames. It
was a shame of the September sun
to show the dirt as it was doing; not

only was there a great steady pool of

sunshine on the unspeakable floor, but
a doddering reflection from the river
on the disreputable ceiling. Cazalet
looked rather desperately frt m one to
the other, and both the calm pool and
the rough were broken by shadows,
one more impressionistic than the
other, of a straw hat over a stack of

straw hair, that had not goie out to
Australia yet.

And of course just then a step
sounded outside somewhere on some

gravel. Confound those caretakers!
"I say, Blanchie!" he blurted out. "I

do believe you'd like It out there, a
sportswoman like you! I believe
you'd take to it like a duck to water."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

of It to remain on the surface of the
furniture. Remember that the office
of a renovator is simply to remove
dirt and grease and not to give It a
new surface Hence, when you rub
with a renovator, follow it with an
other rag and wipe off thoroughly.

Fewer Germs or Linen,
Experiments have shown that geraas

do not increase as rapidly on linen
as on wool, silk and cotton. This is
why it is of so much value in surgU al
use and why many persons, think it
the most hygienic underwear.

Its Kind.
"That fellow has what I call para-

doxical impudence."
"How do you mean?"
"He is always to the front with back

talk."

Ter Cure Corns.
Soft corns can be quickly cured by

putting talcum powder and a piece of
tissue between toes. Do not ufe cot-

ton, it is too heating, and moisture Is
what causes soft corns. Good Housa
keeping.

good and I hope every suffering woman
will give them a trial." Mrs. ANNA

Kelly, 710 Chestnut Street, Burling-
ton, Wis.

The many convincing testimonials con-

stantly published in the newspaper
ought to be proof enough to women who
suffer from those distressing ills pecu-
liar to their sex that Lydia E. Pinkham'a
Vegetable Compound is the medicine
they need.

This good old roo, and herb remedy
has proved unequalled for these dread-
ful ills ; it contains what is needed to
restore woman's health and strength.

If there is any peculiarity in
your case requiring special ad
vice, write tbe Lydia E. Pinlr
ham Medicine Co. (confidential),
Lynn, Mam, for free advice.
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